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And that, to beat the straight path of one end,
Which is to make her substance still contend
To be God's image;  in informing it
With knowledge;  holy thoughts and all forms fit
For that eternity ye seek in way
Of his sole imitation; and to sway
Your life's love so that he may still be centre
To all your pleasures; and you here may enter
The next life's peace ;  in governing so well
Your sensual parts that you as free may dwell,
Of vulgar raptures here, as when calm death
Dissolves that learned empire with your breath.
To teach and live thus, is the only use
And end of Learning.    Skill that doth produce
But terms, and tongues, and parroting of art
Without that power to rule the errant part,
Is that which some call learned ignorance;
A serious trifle, error in a trance.
And let a scholar all earth's volumes carry,
He will be but a walking^dictionary,
A mere articulate clock that doth but speak
By others' arts; when wheels wear, or springs break,
Or any fault is in him, he can mend
No more than clocks;  but at set hours must spend
His month as clocks do:  if too fast speech go,
He cannot stay it, nor haste if too slow.
So that as travellers seek their peace through storms,
In passing many seas for many forms
Of foreign government; endure the pain
Of many faces seeing, and the gain
That strangers make of their strange-loving humours;
Learn tongues; keep note-books ; all to feed the tumours
Of vain discourse at home, or serve the course
Of state-employment, never having force
T' employ themselves;  but idle compliments
Must pay their pains, costs, slaveries, all their rents;
And though they many men know, get few friends.
So covetous readers, setting many ends
To their much skill to talk; studiers of phrase j
Shifters in art, to flutter in the blaze
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